ARCTIC	n$
Amundsen was not a heavy-drinking man; yet he had a trait of
one. When liquor was available he always took a drink at five
o'clock in the afternoon precisely. At about ten minutes to five he
would begin to look at his watch. At one minute to five no per-
suasion could induce him to take a drink. At five he lifted his
glass. Then, that ritual over, he might not take another drink that
day.
He died as he had lived—heroically. The event is so recent that
I need set down only the bare facts as reminders. In the spring of
1928 Umberto Nobile crashed in the Arctic with his airship Italia.
Searchers at once answered the SOS. The Norwegian ace Lund-
borg rescued Nobile; the Russian ice-breaker Krassin brought out
the survivors of Nobile's party. Amundsen and another comrade of
our Arctic flights, Dietrichson, volunteered for the search, flying
as observers with the French pilot Guilbaud. Their plane was never
heard from again.
Thus passed one of the heroes of my adult life. I am frankly
a hero-worshipper and always have been. Three great men have
stood out before my eyes—three who have inspired me most and
whom I have tried most to emulate—Theodore Roosevelt, Roald
Amundsen, and the Western frontiersman Wyatt Earp. Rated by
their influence upon me, the greatest of these was Wyatt Earp, but
the one I knew was Amundsen.
*
VIII  WILL AGAINST WILL
T
HAT first long talk I had with Amundsen in his room
at the Waldorf developed many things, the most important
being that henceforth we were to be partners in polar
exploration.   And partners we remained until a day in New York
two years later.  We had just crossed the continent from Seattle,
our transarctic flight in the Norge a thing of history, and the
newspaper reporters asked Amundsen what he intended to do
next.

